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Summary: Jane has gone missing and Lisbon is close to having their 
baby. Both worried how each other was doingaC 1 / I neither own nor 

receive economic benefit from this story. 


1 . Chapter 1 

The older man had been following the blonde man for over a week. He 
took photos and compared them to the photos his son had sent home. 
There were minor differences. Of course, a few years had gone by. His 
son would have known the man at first sight but his son was no longer 
alive to help him. 

The man being followed has no reason to suspect anyone is following 
him, stalking him, hunting him. He no longer works for the FBI, and 
the only person who ' d had an implacable hatred, an enduring will to 
do him harm, is no longer alive. 

The man being followed parks his car in front of a baby store and 
enters. Two female employees warmly welcome him, recognizing the 
good, repeat customer (not to mention handsome one) . He heads toward 
the baby girl outfits. The women look at each other. 

"That will be the best dressed child in the world. I'm surprised his 
wife hasn't put a stop to it. Even if they dress her in a new outfit 
every day, she'll outgrow those clothes before she has a chance to 
wear them all . " 

The gentleman in question returns with two pink dresses and 
devastates the women with his best smile. Minutes later he leaves the 
store and tosses the bag of dresses in the back seat of his car. A 
car is parked behind his. He notices - he notices everything after 
all - that its driver is in trouble, coughing and choking. The blonde 
man rushes over and yanks the driver's door open, grateful it isn't 
locked. Before he can say a word, the driver zaps him unconscious 
with a taser. The older man pushes his rescuer off and gets out, no 



longer coughing or choking. The driver opens the back door and, 
within minutes, has the man in his back seat. He ties the blonde man 
with the ease and skill of a rodeo cowboy and throws a light blanket 
over to hide the still figure. A quick look around confirms nobody 
saw his actions. The driver gets in and drives away. 

A car pulls up to the beautiful cabin that Patrick Jane had fixed for 
his wife and their new baby. When the car stops, FBI Agent Wiley 
exits the driver's side and hurries to the passenger side. He opens 
the door and helps FBI Agent Lisbon out. She smiles. "Thanks for 
driving me home. Jane got carried away shopping for the baby 
again . " 

"Do you want me to stay until he gets home?" He walks her to the 
front steps of the house and takes her elbow to help her up the 
stairs. She unlocks the door and they go in. 

"No, thanks. I'll just lie down and take a nap until he gets here. 
This is your weekend too, so go enjoy what's left of it," she says 
while shucking shoes from from her swollen feet. Most of the team had 
worked Saturday and part of Sunday. 

"See you Monday, " Wiley says as he leaves, making sure to lock the 
door on his way out. Jane would feed him to the bears if he left the 
house unlocked with Lisbon home alone. 

Lisbon goes into the kitchen for a glass of juice, returns to the 
living room and sinks down on the couch with a sigh. She finally is 
done with work, finally is home, finally can relax. She is more than 
ready to start maternity leave. It turns out she is more than ready 
for that nap, too. 

Blinking sleep from her eyes, Lisbon wakes, surprised the room is 
dark except for the plug-in nightlight. The windows look out onto the 
black of night. She sits up and turns on the lamp by the couch. Her 
watch confirms that hours have passed and it is indeed late evening. 
Frowning a little, she rises, goes to the door and flicks the porch 
light on, looking outside for Jane's car. Not there. He said he'd be 
home with dinner at seven - two hours ago ! She grabs her purse and 
walks to the kitchen while taking out her cell phone and hitting a 
button. While waiting for her husband to answer Lisbon drinks a glass 
of water. The phone rings and rings. When it goes to voice mail, she 
leaves a message: "Patrick where are you? Call me!" 

Jane wakes. It's dark. Not a dim dark, but the black utterly without 
light. With effort, he controls his breathing and pulse till calm 
enough to use his other senses to learn as much about his 
surroundings as possible. He is lying on a small cot, so far so good. 
But he has no memory of how he got there. He feels his clothes and 
knows that somehow his clothes are different from what he dressed in 
that morning. Whatever they are, they aren't enough to ward off the 
chill of wherever he is. He assures himself that the shiver that 
passes through his body is from the cold, only the cold. 

Two people are alone that night. One is scared something has happened 
to her husband. And the husband is trying to figure out where he is, 
a bit scared himself. 


2 . Chapter 2 



**Thanks to all who reviewed this storya€ 1 .** 


How many times has he checked his watch, only to remember how dark it 
is ... wherever he is. He shivers from the cold as he rises from the 
cot. Hands out-stretched, he walks to the left. After only six steps 
his hands feel a metal bar. Continuing, he finds more bars. Slowly he 
follows the bars to the left. Fingers brushing over the middle of the 
bars encounter a keyhole centered in a square piece of metal. His 
fingers probe the keyhole, but without anything to trip the lock 
there is nothing he can do. He had checked the clothing he has on, 
but there are no pockets. He continues to the left and bumps his shin 
on something. He reaches down to feel for the object. A toilet. Sweat 
beads on his forehead. This isn't looking good. He moves away from 
the toilet and runs into a sink. He finds and turns the faucet, 
grateful and relieved when cold water pours out. Bending his head he 
cups his hand and drinks. Suddenly a bright light blazes on the 
ceiling. He flinches and squeezes his eyes shut, waiting till they 
adjust before opening them. His heart sinks when he looks around. He 
sees exactly what he expects: A cell. He's wearing an orange prison 
jumpsuit. His feet are bare and cold. A noise startles him and he 
turns, searching for its source. The cell door swings open. 

Dawn rouses Lisbon from a restless and mostly sleepless night on the 
couch. "Jane, are you here?" she calls out in a very quiet house. No 
answer . 

She rises and rushes to their bedroom, hoping to find her husband 
sleeping, hoping he hadn't wanted to wake her when he came home. Last 
night she had fallen asleep while mentally listing every place he 
might be. He must have found a poker game and spent the night, she 
tells herself. But she knows he would have called so she wouldn't 
worry. Worry flares and she strides to the kitchen, picks up her 
phone, and pushes the button that should be answered by Jane. She 
slumps and sits down as it goes to voice mail. All she gets is an 
invitation to leave a message. 

Cho is just entering his office, when he hears the land-line phone 
ring. He puts his coffee cup down and picks up the receiver. "Cho." 
Someone who knows him well would detect concern on his impassive 
face. "Could he be playing poker? I know he's putting money aside for 
the baby's education. ... Boss, sit and relax. I'll make some calls." 
He hangs up, now obviously worried. 

By now it is starting time at the Austin FBI and agents are trickling 
in. Cho walks toward the desk of the young blonde IT specialist he 
has come to rely on for almost every case. 

"'Morning, Cho. Early call already?" 

Cho glances at the middle-aged man seated at Lisbon's desk. Lisbon 
has just started maternity leave in her eighth month of pregnancy to 
get more rest. Gil Taylor has transferred onto his team to cover for 
her. After Lisbon delivers, she'll decide whether she wants to be a 
stay-at-home mom, or whether she'll let Jane be the one to stay home. 
Knowing Lisbon, Cho figures she will be back on the job as soon as 
possible . 

"Wiley, I need a search. We still have Jane's car wired 
right ? " 



Wiley nods and starts typing on his computer. "Something wrong?" he 
asks looking up. Cho doesn't answer. 


Curious, Taylor watches the two men. He's heard a lot about Patrick 
Jane from other agents. Most of it bad. Yet, for some reason, the 
people on this team like the man. Word is that if Jane is brought in 
on a tough case it's as good as solved. 

"His car is at 2310 Broadway," Wylie reads from the screen. "There 
are some shops in that area, most high end." 

"Taylor," Cho orders, "call the Austin P.D. and have them check on 
the car. Call me when it's located and tell them it's an agent's car. 
We'll meet you there." He turns back to the IT specialist. "Wylie, 
you come with me to Jane's place." 

Cho and Wylie leave in a hurry. Taylor snorts as he picks up the 
phone to call. He frowns a little. Jane works with the FBI but is no 
agent. He wonders why he was ordered to say it's an agent's car. 

As the crunch of gravel announces a car pulling up Lisbon races to 
the door - or, more accurately, walks as fast as possible, 
off-balance and clumsy in pregnancy. Maybe Jane is just arriving and 
will apologize for worrying her. He will hold her and everything will 
be all right. (She can take him to task later.) 

She throws open the door with a smile, only to see Wiley and Cho 
striding up. Her smile dies. Cho sees her exhaustion. He 
uncharacterist ically gives her a hug, guides her to the couch and 
encourages her to sit. The men awkwardly stand by the couch as tears 
stream down her face. Lisbon turns her head and wipes her eyes with a 
sleeve. "Damn pregnancy hormones," she mutters, frustrated and 
embarrassed but most of all anxious. 

Cho sits beside her and calmly asks, "Have you heard from him? 
Anything here to indicate where he might be?" 

She shakes her head. Swallowing, she regains control. "Nothing. This 
isn't like him, especially now that I'm pregnant. _Something's 
wrong_. " 

"We'll find him. Boss." 

Lisbon knows that promise is no promise at all. She's certain they'll 
do their best. But they're in no position to guarantee 
anything . 

Wiley's phone rings. "Agent Wiley. a€ 1 Was the car involved in an 
accident? Noa€ 1 " 

Lisbon looks at Wiley hoping to see him smile, hoping for any 
information at all. 

Wylie mutes the phone and reports, "Found the car. No Jane." 

"Tell Taylor we'll meet him there in forty minutes. Be sure he tells 
the LEO'S not to open the doors or move the car." Wiley relays the 
message to Taylor. 



Lisbon asks, "Where is the car?" She smiles faintly when Cho tells 
her the address. "That would be Jenette Baby Shop. Jane keeps buying 
dresses for the baby." Determined, "I'm coming with you." Cho starts 
to refuse till she puts her hand on his arm. "Cho, I'm going crazy 
just waiting here and worrying. _Please_. " 

The forty minute trip takes twenty. Wylie uses the red flashing light 
on the dash to clear traffic so they can pass. Cho rides with Lisbon 
in back, her hand unconsciously clenching his in a death grip. Wiley 
pulls up behind Jane's car and they get out. The three join Taylor 
and the two LEO ' s and flash their badges. 

Cho dons latex gloves then opens the driver's door. Jane's keys are 
on the driver's seat. A bag on the back seat contains two infant 
dresses. A quick glance in the glove compartment and around the rest 
of the vehicle reveals absolutely nothing helpful. Cho thanks the 
officers and tells them the FBI will handle the case. The LEO ' s nod 
and leave. 

Cho looks at his agents. "Taylor, impound the car and have it towed 
to the Kramer location. Have Forensics go over it. I want it dusted 
for prints and anything else they can think of. I need the report 
tomorrow morning if not sooner." Then Cho had Wylie and Lisbon follow 
him to the baby shop. 

Taylor mutters to himself, "Great, now I'm a go-fer for the team. I 
have more years in law enforcement than the three of them put 
together . " 

Cho approaches the counter with Wiley and Lisbon in tow. The women 
behind the counter look up and smile as they recognize Lisbon. Lisbon 
had been here with her husband more than a few times. 

"Mrs. Jane. How can we help you?" one women asks, made nervous by a 
very serious, very severe-looking Cho. 

The agents show their badges and ID's. The store clerks are 
surprised. They hadn't known Lisbon works for the FBI. 

"Did you see Mr. Jane yesterday?" Cho asks with an 'I want answers 
now' demeanor. 

"My name is Alice and I'm the manager here. We both saw Mr. Jane just 
before we closed at five yesterday. a€ 1 He comes here so often, and 
there's no talking him out of buying clothes that the baby will soon 
outgrow," she rambles, more than a little intimidated by Cho. 

"Was there anyone with him? Was anyone else in the store?" Cho asks 
both . 

"No, he was alone. We were just about to close up the store when he 
came in. Did something happen to him?" 

"Why would you ask that?" Cho counters. 

"We both saw his car parked here when we came in this morning. I 
thought maybe he had car trouble." 


The other woman is even more nervous. "When I locked up the shop last 
night, I saw Mr. Jane at his car. He was about to get in when he 



looked at the car parked behind his. I thought maybe he knew the 
person in the car." 

"Did you see who was in the car?" Lisbon asks quickly. 

"I'm sorry, I didn't. The windows were dirty and with the glare of 
the sun I couldn't see anyone. I know it was an older car. I'm sorry 
I don't know much about makes of cars, just that this one was old 
looking. Alice and I left through the back door so we didn't see 
anything else." Alice nods in agreement. 

Jane watches the cell door swing open, rusty hinges squealing loudly. 
An older man enters the room. In one hand he holds a paper plate with 
a sandwich on it. The other hand holds a pistol aimed at Jane. 


3 . Chapter 3 

Jane watches as the door opens and an older man comes into the room, 
one hand holding a paper plate with a sandwich on it and the other, a 
pistol aimed at Jane. 

"Move one step towards me, and I'll shoot. I sure wish you'd give me 
an excuse." The older man sounds very angry and very sure of himself. 
Jane puts his hands in the air, knowing the safest path is getting 
the man to calm down. 

"Why did you bring me here? Where in world are we?" Jane asks in 
soothing tones. With any luck he'll be able to convince the man to 
put the gun down. "Do we know each other?" 

"Name is Ben Noah and I heard about you from my son. Larry wrote me a 
lot of letters about you, and the friendship he thought you two had. 
You got away and left my son to die." Ben throws the plate and 
sandwich on the cot. He backs out of the cell, closes the door 
quickly and locks it. He backs farther from the cell bars. 

Quickly, "I've never met a Larry Noah." Jane asks, trying to keep the 
man present, engaged, "Tell me where I met your son." 

The older man laughs and shakes his head "That's richaC 1 you don't 
remember Larry. You were best friends, joined the Army at the same 
time, wanted to be assigned to the same unit. Then when you both got 
captured during Desert Storm, you got away and left Larry there to 
die . " 

"My name is Patrick Jane. I've never met your son, and I've never 
been in the service. I'm sorry for your loss, but you have the wrong 
person. If you let me go I won't go to the police, I just want to get 
home to my wife." 

"Larry said you were always lying to get out of trouble." 

"I work with the FBI, and they will be looking for me. Let me go 
before I am reported missing." 

Ben takes a photo from his pocket and throws it on the cell floor. 
"That's you two together. When they sent my son's-" his voice 
hitches, "body home, this photo was in his wallet. He took it with 
him." He coughs to mask a sob. "I got it back with his personal 



effects after 


afterward . " 


Jane bends down and picks up the photo. Looking at it he says gently, 
"This isn't me. You know that don't you?" He holds the picture out to 
Ben, who doesn't take it. Jane finally lets his arm fall and drops 
the photo on the cot. 

Cold and angry, Ben snaps, "You've aged! My son didn't get the chance 
to grow old. He didn't marry, have kids, nothing! The Navy Seals told 
me how he was forced to live. Before I put a bullet in your head 
you're going to find out what it was like." 

Jane starts to say something but the man lifts and aims his gun 
again . 

"You're going to live like this, not knowing if the next time I come 
it'll be to kill you. You'll have lights for an hour a day. Same with 
water. You get a sandwich - just one! - in your cell once a day. Most 
days, maybe. The water and lights won't always come on together." He 
said slowly, voice filled with malice, "You will spend the rest of 
your life like this." 

"I'm not your-" Ben abruptly leaves the room the cell is in. The lock 
slides home with a final-sounding clash. 

Jane moves the sandwich and sits on the cot. He studies it. The photo 
shows two men in their early twenties holding beers and laughing. He 
looks at the one with blonde curly hair. As much as he hates to admit 
it, that man resembles him, especially when he was younger. Suddenly 
the lights go off. Once again he is in darkness. 

/ 

Cho drives as they head to Lisbon's home (except, Lisbon feels, 
without Jane it's just a house) . Both are very quiet. He pulls up to 
the cabin and kills the ignition. Cho takes a small suitcase from the 
back seat on the driver's side then goes around to the passenger 
side. Before opening the door he takes a deep breath. He knows what 
he's done is best for Lisbon but that doesn't stop him from hating 
the situation. He amends the thought: It's best for her _physically_. 
He opens the door. Lisbon doesn't move. She doesn't even look at 
him . 

"You're mad, but I have no choice. It's for your own good." He 
extends his hand to help her out of the car. She glares and gets out 
of the car knocking his hand aside with her shoulder. They walk to 
the front door. 

"How could you?! I can help with the search. I know the cases we 
worked on better than anyone. I feel fine, Cho." She turns to face 
him as they pause at the door. "It isn't fair for you to do this. 

He's my husband and-" 

Cho raises his hand to stop her. "Lisbon, you just got out of the 
hospital after two days. The doctor is concerned about you and the 
baby. He wants you off your feet and resting. You could have lost 
your child . " 

She looks at him, tears flooding her eyes. "Cho, I need to do 
something. If I'm here, all I'll think about is Jane. Where is he? Is 



he alive? How will I live with myself if I could have made the 
difference, saved him? Please!" 

He shakes his head in frustration. "You think I'm being unreasonable, 
Lisbon, but you _are_ on maternity leave. Don't come in. Security 
won't allow you access to the office. -You want to find Jane, but 
what would he want?" Cho hesitates, then goes ahead. "What would it 
do to him if you lost the baby trying to find him?" 

With acid sarcasm, "Kill him? Same as if we don't find him! Finding 
him is the only, the only-" Lisbon stops and angrily drags her sleeve 
across her eyes. "My help is our best bet." She opens the cabin door 
and enters, followed by Cho with her suitcase. "I could work at home! 
I can research people he caught," she offers desperately. She turns 
and pins Cho with her gaze. 

"No. I've blocked your computer access. You can't sign in from 
here . " 

A stout woman walks into the living room. She's in her sixties and 
wears a white uniform. She looks sternly at her new patient. Lisbon 
turns and looks at the woman, and then back at Cho. "A nurse! You've 
gone too far, Cho. I don't need or want a nurse." 

Cho drops the suitcase and guides Lisbon to the couch by her arm, 
sitting down with her. "I will repeat myself for the last time on 
this subject, Teresa. Mrs. Daniels has been hired to make sure you 

stay off your feet as much as possible, eat three meals a day, and 

rest. Mrs. Daniels, if you have any problems please call me at the 
number I gave you." Cho goes to the front door and pauses. He adds 
softly, not looking back, "After Vega, Jane made me promise to take 
care of you if he couldn't. How can I do any less?" The door closes 
softly behind him. 

Mrs. Daniels seats herself next to Lisbon and takes her hand gently. 
"I know you're upset. Let me help so you and your baby are fine when 
your husband isaCl found." Mrs. Daniels wonders how this woman will 
handle it if - most likely _when_ - her husband's body is found. He 
has been missing for over a month. Agent Cho told her the case is 

still open but he and his team are running out of any leads. 

Lisbon looks at the nurse, shakes her head and walks into the bedroom 
she and Jane shared. Every night she lies on their bed, her only 
thought, 'Where is he?' She knows he is alive, she would feel it in 
every cell if he... were dead. Each passing day hasn't changed her 
mind. She _knows_ the team is running out of leads, she _knows_ Cho 
will continue the search on his own time if that's his only option. 
But if the case goes cold, the team will be assigned to new cases, 
and one man (even Cho) can only do so much once he loses the vast 
resources of the EBI . She lies down, reaches for his pillow and hugs 
it, curling up with it. He is alive and no one can tell her 
otherwise . 

Mrs. Daniels comes into the room and silently puts the suitcase on a 
chair by the window. She sees that her new patient is asleep. She 
also sees streaks where tears are drying on Lisbon's face. Mrs. 

Jane's doctor told her that without rest and proper food the 
likelihood of a premature birth soars. The doctor wants the baby to 
have at least another month before delivery. It is literally a matter 
of life... or death. 



LISBON DREAMING 


Walking in a field of flowers, she stops and looks around. She hears 
the ducks in the pond as a breeze toys with her hair. She turns and 
looks at the beautiful home Patrick built for them, a home welcoming 
and safe for their child. Sitting on their special log, she closes 
her eyes and enjoys the quiet rustling in the forest, gabbling of the 
ducks, gentle lapping of the water, and even strident cry of a red 
hawk. When did she start loving this man? He came to her broken and 
gutted, overflowing with pain and anger. She remembers the day she 
fell in love with him. Or maybe it was the day the let herself _know_ 
she loved him. 

She had stormed off, leaving Jane at the small diner in the desert, 
mad at him. She just took the van and drove away. He would have to 
hitch a ride with the rest of the team. Nobody was sure what Jane 
would do, how he would take it, when he discovered they had gone 
behind his back. So she left and did what she thought was best. It 
was the worst - and nearly the last - mistake of her life. 

Exactly as Jane predicted, she went to the location indicated by the 
signal from forensics tech Brett Patridge's cell phone. She knew 
Partridge was on Jane's final list of seven suspects _because Jane 
trusted her, told her _information critical to his hunt for Red John. 
Arriving at the house, she saw the tech's car. The house was dark, 
abandoned, shabby. She fetched a flashlight from her glove 
compartment and unsnapped her gun in its holster, all the while 
telling herself creepy houses were just that - all atmosphere. 
Thinking again, she took her weapon out and held it ready as a 
precaution. She slowly approached door, pausing on the front porch. 
The door was open, the ominous black void inviting, luring her in. A 
sound of distress forced her to act. She cautiously walked into the 
dark house, flashlight on and gun aimed in front of her. She checked 
the two bedrooms but found them empty, bare of all but trash and 
pigeon and rat droppings. A few pigeons cooed somewhere in the 
darkness. She went back down the hall into another room, her flash 
light roaming around the room. The light revealed a body on the floor 
and she stopped dead for an instant. Then she rushed over, hoping to 
find life, hoping to save a life. It was Partridge, his neck slashed 
and nearly severed from the body. "Tyger, tyger" were his dying 
words. She startled at a sound behind her then everything went 
black . 

She woke with a shudder and small scream, only to see Jane's face. 

His hand was on her forehead. "You're okay, Lisbon." His voice was 
soft, touch infinitely tender. He ran his hand over her hair, then 
down her arm before letting it fall away. His face was lined from 
worry and exhaustion. Despite years with him by her side, this was a 
new expression to her. 

"How did I get here?" she managed to get out, voice as shaky as she 
felt . 

"Van Pelt had the address where Partridge was. I got there and found 
you on the floor. The police got there a bit after I did. You have a 
knot where you were hit on the back of your head, but other than that 
you're okay." He took her hand, brought it to his lips, and kissed 
her fingertips. "You scared me, Lisbon." He meant 'terrified.' "Don't 
do that to me again." There were tears in his eyes, tears on the face 



that always masked his sorrow and pain with cheer and brio. At that 
moment she realized - acknowledged - what Jane meant to her. When she 
wasn't expecting it, he had crept through the cracks in her walls to 
rest in her heart. He'd become more than a friend (_so_ much more) 
and she had failed to see the signs. 

When he left her hospital room, a nurse arrived soon after with a 
vase of flowers. She set them on the bedside table and handed the 
card to Lisbon. Before she walked out she said, "I bet those flowers 
are from your husband. He was so worried when you arrived. The 
doctors had a hard time getting him to leave the emergency room so 
they could treat you." The nurse left. Lisbon looked at the flowers 
again, feeling almost surreal after the horror of the house and 
Partridge ... and Red John. She opened the card and was soon wiping 
away tears. She sighed and read the card aloud to herself. 

"Get better. Losing you would be too much to bear. Patrick." 


End 
f ile . 



